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Smart Leather 
BILLFOLD 

Your Favorite Emblem. Name, 
Address and Social Security Number . . . 

Engraved in gold! .. Sffimi 

Your Favorite J* e ' e ' w ' tnout a doubt, is the greatest Billfold and Pass Case Bargain that you'll 
Emblem , llke| y l ? Bec f° r * good many years to come. Through a fortunate purchase we 







Your Full 
Name Here wf 






or Army, Navy. Marine or Air Corps Insignia and Name at this sensational low 
.price. In addition we also send you aspecially designed 3-color Emergency Iden- 
tification Plate, on which we engrave your Social Security Number, your Name 
and your Address. This smart Leather Billfold must actually be seen to be fully 
appreciated. Besides the spacious compartment at the back which can be used for 
currency, checks, papers, etc., it has 4 pockets each protected by celluloid to pre- 
vent the soiling of your valuable membership and credit cards. This handsome 
Billfold has the sturdy appearance and style usually found in costlier Billfolds. 

9. D ue to difficulty in obtaining good leather beeauseof war conditions, thesupply of theso 
Bill folds is limited. Remember, you get 3 Big Values for only 91.98. Sorushyourorder 
today] If after receiving your Engraved Billfold, yon don't poaitivcly agree that this is 
the most outstanding bargain yon ever came across, return it and we'll refund the money. 
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CHICAGO.TEl DEL. 36231 
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800 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 10, III. 
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NOTEi H. CO. D. Ord.r. le Canada 
ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART . 
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RushYour Order! OUR SUPPLY 
OF LEATHER BILLFOLDS IS LIMITED! 



I LJl enclose H.S-3. plus new W% Federal Tax (tola. J2.S7). I'lesac ei-ml mc prepaid . Smnrt 

| Leather Billfold with my name »nd favorite Kmbleni engravi-d in 23k Gold- You »re also to in- 
■ elude the Emerirency IdentificatioD Plate carrying 1 my *ull Name, Addresn, Social Security No. 
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-STATE.. 
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_ou want •Social SBcurlty Huntw 

to ship the above C.'O. D. for only 11.98 plus £0% Tas, postage and C. O. D. charges. 




CARRION CARRIER of Nippon. Crewmen on a Jap 
flat-top are waving goodbye to planes taking off to attack 
Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941. "On the faces of 
those who go forth to conquer and those who send them 
off there floats only that beautiful smile which transcends 
death." (Jap caption.) 



Another Nipponese propaganda photo gives JAP'S-EYb 
VIEW of Pearl Harbor (below) as the little brown buz- 
zards attack. In the background, hangars at Hickam Field 
are burning. (The editors do not mind letting the Nips 
have this first page, because the Shambos take a beating 
from here on!) 







Ttrht Horb is my Pilot. I shall not falter. 

'"' He sustaineth me as I span the heavens; 

He leadeih me, steady, o'er the skyways. 

He refresheth my soul. 

For He showeth me the wonders of His firmament, 

For His Name's sake. 

Yea, though I fly through treacherous storms and darkness 

I shall fear no evil, for He is with me. 

His Providence and Nearness they comfort me. 

He openeth lovely vistas before me 

In the presence of His Angels. 

He filieth my heart with calm. 

My trust in Him bringeth me peace. 

Sure, His Goodness and Mercy 

Shall accompany me each moment in the air, 

And I shall dwell in Ht6 matchless heavens forever. 



The "Airman's Psalm," released 

by the Oflice ol (ho Air Chaplain, 

Washington, D. C. 




RAYMOND KRANK, Managing Editor 



VINCENT SULLIVAN, Editor 
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SULPHUR 
ISLAND 




WESTWARD ROLL THE CARRIERS, DEATH ON 
Some of them must seem like ocean ghosts to the 
Nipponese who meet them, because they are named Lex- 
ington, Hornet, Saratoga — and these arc the names of 
carriers the Japs know are sunk and buried forever beneath 
the grim Pacific. The planes they carry bear ominous 
identification too: Hellcats, Helldivers, Avenger). There 
are too many of them for the desperate men of Nippon to 
destroy and their number is ever increasing. Planes and 
carriers, striking more and more boldly, steadily draw- 
ing closer to Japan itself. Sombre portents, these big 
floating airbases always herald coming events — gloomy 



DECK AND DEATH BELOW, DEATH FOR JAPAN! 
events which the Japs dread — for the carrier forces are 
the spearheads of invasion! So, on February 16, 1945, the 
Nipponese war lords trembled when aircraft of the famous 
Task Force 58 suddenly swarmed over Tokyo, striking right 
and left at tree-top level, blasting airfields, damaging 
factories, sinking ships, destroying hundreds of planes 
in the air and on the ground. And this awful blow was no 
mere "thirty seconds" affair: the hard-hitting American 
carriers were still off the coast on the following day, 
their planes were still striking savagely. It looked like 
D-Day for Japan. But it wasn't, not yet. It was Iwo lima'. 



HEAVY SEAS. This carrier protects her planes 
from high winds with barriers on the flight deck. 



HORNET. Replacing the famous carrier that bore, 
that gallant name, the Hornet sits for a portrait. 





PHOSPHORUS bombs dropped in its path 
by Jap fighters failed to stop this Navy Lib- 
erator. Note "tentacles" of bomb burst . . . 




HIT AGAIN, but good was Iwo Jima, as this Army Air Forces picture 
clearly shows. 7th Air Force bombardiers said that the planes 
parked on the bomb-pocked air strip were "like fish in a barrel . . ." 



© 

GRIMLY RELENTLESS, 
the American hammering 
went on, day after day 
without a break. For 
seventy consecutive days, 
bombs fell on Iwo, smash- 
ing at its airfields and in- 
stallations. From the sea 
and from the air, the 
mighty arms of America 
flailed this tiny island 
which is only five miles 
long by two miles wide at 
its extremes. Then, when 
the time was ripe, the 
great flat-tops moved 
northwest, sailing toward 
Japan . . . 






SWARMS of planes descended upon Japan, 
stunning the Nipponese with their sudden ap- 
pearance, their numbers, and the violence of 
their attack. Here are Hellcats on the way. 




.* — 
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HELLDIVERS roared over Nippon, and Grumman AVENGERS thundered 
across Tokyo Bay. It was a catastrophic blow. But, 750 miles away, 
doom was moving towards the main American objective — Inn .limn . . . ! 




THE MARINES hit Iwo on the heels of the diversionary attack 
on Tokyo. The Joint Chiefs of Staff wanted the island, so . . . 

o 

DANTE'S INFERNO had nothing on Iwo. It was 
the moat savage and costly battle the Marines had 
ever fought. The Japs died hard — but they died! 



TOUGH MEN, like this Leatherneck in 
Iwo's interior, went out and took it ... 1 

o 

THE SPIRIT of die men who took Iwo is grounded in an essen- 
tial faith in God. Here are Marines, heads bowed in prayer, 
attending Mass on Mt. Suribachi, which their courage had won. 




■OVER 1800 years ago, St. John the Apostle prophesied what wfcuM ^RPg? 
to the crew of a Flying Fortress returning from 'a raid over Germany . .- . 
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2— When the plane hit, it broke into three 
sections. The forward section sank almost 
immediately, carrying the pilot and the co- 
pilot to a watery grave. The other seven 
crew members managed to survive the shock 
of the crash and jumped free of the plane . . . 



»i < 



i *s^iate 










/ 






y 



—The seveh survivors scrambled into a rubber life raft and hung 
„ dear life, thankful to be alive after their harrowing expenen 
And in the Apocalypse of St. John, these prophetic words. were wr.tt 

"Stab 3 salu jfeben angel* tftanbtns fa ft* prcftutt of <ff>ob . 
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4 — Some time later, a British 
patrol plane spotted the Ameri- 
cana and, radioing their loca- 
tion to his home baie, asked 
for a rescue launch to be sent. 
St. John's words in Revelation 
are: 

"Still another angel tame ..." 




S— Surmising that the pilot of the circling plane had radioed 
for help, the men on the raft looked towards the English coast 
for an expectant thirty minutes. And according to the prophet: 

"tEfjerc toa« ailente in tfte Ijeaben, a* it toere for half, an hour 



* 






•"-When the speedy rescue launch hove 

into sight, the rescue plane dropped smoke 

bombs to guide it. The words of Apocalypse 

are: 

"Snb rfce smoke of the intense of the 

prapers of fh,e saint* ascenbeb up be- 
fore iSob from the Ijanb of the angel." 

(The rescued men, assigned to a new For- 
tress, aptly christened the new ship Seven 
Angels . . .) 





MEN who fly are a clubby bunch. 
They like to join social organi- 
zations, especially of their own 
creation — and the screwier the bet- 
ter. There is the famous "Caterpillar 
Club," for instance; all you have to 
do to get into it is to have your life 
saved by a parachute. More recently, 
in New Guinea, "The Pedestrian Club 
of Papua" was formed, because so 
many airmen crashed in those jun- 
gled hills that the bush was al- 
ways full of aviators, walking back 
to base. 

Most notable today is the Society 
of the Short-Snorter, a world-wide 
"club" whose membership rolls con- 
tain the names of some of our tor- 
tured globe's highest-ranking per- 
sonages — Presidents, Premiers, and 
Kings. As you might have suspected, 
the "Short-Snorters" Society started 
at the nearest bar. Airmen— pilots, 
navigators, and such — often met 
others of the sky clan in far-off 
places like Shanghai, Honolulu, Pago 
Pago, Cairo, and lesser way-stations. 
Quite naturally, the fraternal spirit 
of the men who ride the airlines of 
the world prompted a quick adjourn- 
ment to the nearest brass-rail or 
cafe for (you guessed it!) a short 
snort. 

To become a member-in-good- 
standing of the Short-Snorters you 
can't be just any old plane traveler. 
No, you must prove that you have 
flown an ocean, the rules of the or- 
ganization calling for "a non-stop 
flight of a thousand miles or more 
over water." (A nice technical point 
could be raised by an eccentric who 
elected to cruise back and forth for 
the required mileage in a helicopter 
above his own bath-tub!) 

Proof of this qualifying flight must 
be attested to by at least two mem- 
bers-in-good-standing of the Society. 



To each of these members the- 
enrollee turns over one dollar, and 
a third buck is duly inscribed with 
the date, flight made, and other 
pertinent data. This third bill is kept 
as a membership card. 

Of course, the new Short-Snorter 
can from that day on swear in 
any other eligibles, thus getting 
back his own dough and more. 

But don't ever forget that "mem- 
bership certificate!" Don't acciden- 
tally spend it in the corner ice cream 
parlor. Because, my pals— and it's a 
big BECAUSE— if you happen to be 
caught without your certificate bill 
by another Short-Snorter, it means 
you buy a round of drinks for the 
house, the price per drink anywhere 
from two bits to a buck, depending 
on the whim of the catcher and the 
class of the jernt into which this 
fellow member happens to drag you. 
Starting with the original dollar, 
the Short-Snorter adds a bill from 
the currency of each country visited. 
Some of the original charter members 
have Short-Snorter certificates yards- 
long. One Army bomber colonel's 
string of Short-Snorter bills is so 
long he can wrap it around his abdo- 
men five times — and does on the 
least provocation. 

Your correspondent's own qual- 
ification' for membership was ac- 
complished on a four-day hop from 
Ewa Marine Air Station on Oahu, 
Hawaii, to Christmas Island, to 
Tutuila, American Samoa, to Naudi. 
Fiji Islands, to Tontouta, New Cal- 
edonia. Since then, the original bill 
has been lengthened by currency of 
the New Hebrides, New Zealand, 
Panama Canal Zone, Puerto Rico, 
Brazil, and, last but not least, the 
Gilbert Islands, where we picked up 
a few choice bits of Japanese "long 
green" on Tarawa. 



By MT/Sergean* G#ne Word 

U. S. Marin* Corps Combo* 
Comspantttni 



It all adds up to a'very interesting 
portable travelogue with which to 
impress friends and influence bar- 
tenders. And not only that, it's posi- 
tively an Open Sesame for those 
with autograph tendencies, because 
it makes the approach a dead cinch, 
Take thirteen-year-old Jimmy 
Green of Forest Hills, Long Island. 
Out at LaGuardia Field one after- 
noon, Jimmy, one of the country's 
youngest Short-Snorters, spotted a 
plane-load of Army and Navy gold- 
braid which had landed and was just 
discharging its passengers. There 
were General "Hap" Arnold, Army 
Air Forces chief; Brigadier General 
Laverne G. Saunders, Deputy Chief 
of Staff for the AAF; Rear Admiral 
Emory S. Land, Chairman of the 
United States Maritime Commission, 
and several others. 

Quick as a flash Jimmy dashed out 
and challenged them to produce 
then- Short-Snorters. They had 'em 
all right, but Jimmy wound up with 
an impressive array of names on his 
own bill. 

One Philadelphia groundling, Po- 
lice Detective Lechter Carusthers, 
whose longest plane ride waB of ten 
minutes duration fifteen years ago, 
became an honorary Short-Snorter 
by accident. He received a bill in 
change from a restaurant, inscribed: 
"Trans-Atlantic flight, 6/12/43," and 
signed by President Roosevelt, Henry 
A. Wallace, Cordell Hull, Wendell 
Willkie, and Winston Churchill! 

An Army captain reluctantly sur- 
rendered his one-dollar Short- 
Snorter bill to a Fort Washington 
Avenue newsdealer who couldn't 
change a twenty-dollar bill. 

"He said he'd be back for it," 
stated the newsdealer, "—and I 
looked quick to see why. Do you 
know, it had the signatures of An- 
thony Eden, ex-Governor Herbert 
H. Lehman, Representative Sol 
Bloom, Adolphe Menjou, Carole 
Landis, Field Marshal Sir Archibald 
Wavell and a dozen or so others . . . !" 
And that's how Mike, the news- 
dealer, learned about the badge of 
membership in the Short-Snorters. 
And now, lads and lassies, you know 
too. 



HELLCAT 



in a 



HOTSPOT 



FLAMING like a meteor, a Navy F6F approaches its 
carrier, the USS Covpens, during operations in the 
Pacific, and in these spectacular Navy pictures the team- 
work of carrier fire-fighting units is dramatically demon- 
strated. 

As the blazing plane approaches, emergency squads 
standing by along the cat-walk prepare to go into action. 
Fire-fighters in red caps, first-aid men in green caps, are 
poised to scramble up the flight deck and perform their 
carefully rehearsed tasks of saving pilot and plane to fight 
again. But the situation looks desperate. . . . 





o 

The pilot, Lieut. Alfred 
W. Magee, Jr., USNR, of 
Pittsburgh, Pa., has cut 
his engine for a land- 
ing, bm he is unaware 
that the underside of his 
Grumman Hellcat's fuse- 
lage has burst into flame. 
To the waiting men be- 
low, there appears little 
hope that either pilot or 
plane can survive. . . . 

o 



On the deck, engine stopped, pilot Magee, dragging his 
parachute, hot-foots it along the wing of his blazing 
craft as the fire-fighting crews move into position. . . . 



Still carrying his 'chute, Lieut. Magee jumps to safety 
off the wing tip, and the fire-fighters go to work to 
smother the blaze with chemicals. The plane was saved. 




f 




1— DON'T LOOK NOW! Former pro wrestler. Don 
George, a Navy Pre-Flight instructor, sets out to attack an 
unsuspecting cadet in hand-to-hand combat demonstration. 



2 BIBLE LESSON was taught when this stecl-cov- 

crcd Good Book stopped a flak fragment that might 
otherwise have hit 8th AAF bombardier's heart. 



3 — SORRY, SALLY! Well painted but no lady, this Jap 
bomber, known as a "Sally," went up in smoke a few sec- 
onds after picture was taken — destroyed by the 5th Air 
Force's parafrag bombs, seen here just before they hit 

N f 



4— HAVOC— above and below! An A-20 Havoc 
of the U. S. Army 5th Air Force flics away from 
the havoc it has just wrought on an oil storage tank 
at Boela on Ceram Island, Netherlands East Indie s. 







8— NIPS SCORE! During a 
carrier battle, cagy Jap fliers got 
paat plane guard, hit this flat- 
top. 





6— BAST MEETS WEST in Ceylon, where 
turban-topped Tannic natives spin prop of 
American Vought Cortnir. Lend-Leaaed to 
British. 



8 — WAR took toll of this Rhone River 
bridge, near Toulon, France. Fighter- 
bombers of the Mediterranean Allied 
Air Force did this thorough job. 










9 — NYLON stockings on a girl's legs often stopped admiring males; n..w a ten-foot nylon glider drag parachute serves as 
a giant air brake to slow landing of this Waco CG-4A glider in a test landing at Clinton County Army Air Base, in Ohio. 
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' O — BREAKING APART just back of the cockpit, a Navy plane goes over the side of a carrier on duty near 
the Philippines (left). One wing and the belly tank are still in the air as the other wing smashes in the catwalk. 
The pilot is in the cockpit, but he unbuckles his safety belt and .swims clear of the sinking wreckage (right). 



1 1— OVERRUNNING the flight deck when the pilot 
failed to "cut the gun" soon enough, this Avenger 
plunged into the forward five-inch gun mount. The 
pilot was lucky, however, and escaped uninjured. 




12— RESCUE MISSION of this Curtits C-46 
Commando was successful when its crew sighted 
two brothers who had been missing on ice-covered 
Lake Erie for more than 24 hours. The crew of 
the C-46 kept the brothers in sight and directed 
the operations of a Coast Guard rescue party from 
the American shore. 




» 



13 — FLAMERI This blazing Jap torpedo plane 
is a victim of accurate ack-ack from an American 
carrier. Nip is one of six, all of which were smeared. 



14 — ALL WET but ready to dry up for the duration 
are these Jap airmen being fished out of the Pacific after 
having come out second best in air battles with Yanks. 
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cy he underlying strategy 
of invading the philippines 
was wot only to expose 
japan's vulnerable eastern 
flank and cut off the 
flow of her vital wac_^ 
materials from the indies 

-- but, also to use the 
islands as a veritable 
springboard to china 

and the nipponese 

homeland.' 
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MINDANAO 



IN THIS CASE TACT/CAL J WELL MAKE DlV- 

SORPfS/Se IS AN <ERSlONARy RAIDS 

ABSOLUTE ESSENTIAL'. J THAT WILL HAVE 
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UM QUICK SUCCKSIO N OUR A1R.-POWER STRUCK AT 
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ALL THOSE EGGS 
FALLING ON FORMOSA 
SHOULD LEAVE IT 

PLENTy SCRAMBLED.' 





tEELING UNDER THE DEADLY BLOWS INFLICTED By 
! AIRCRAFT, THE JAP NAW HftD NO ALTERNATIVE 
BUT TO COME. OUT AND FIGHT I 




THE AMERICAN AIR FORCES 



ARE WE NOW TO 
ENGAGE THE 
ENEMY, OH 
ILLUSTRIOUS 
ONE? 




AT THAT VERY 
MOMENT THE 
QUESTION WAS 
BEING ANSWER- 
ED ... 

A CONVOY OF 
OVER SIX HUN- 
DRED SHIPS 
CARRYING OVER 
A QUARTER. OF A 
MILLION VANKEE 
FIGHTING MEN 
WERE ON THE 
ROAD BACK TO 
THE PHILIPPINE 
ISLANDS. 

f 



IT WAS READY AHD A 
FEW MINUTES LATER 
GENERAL MACARTHUR. 
AND HIS BOYS WERE 
DOING JUST THAT/ 



^fitap*~^ 
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THESE NIPS ARE 
FROM THE IfeTtf 
DIVISION THAT 
DIDTHEOlRXy 
WORK ON BATAAN, 
— MY BROTHER 
WAS THE RE. < 




.THE AME * ICAN AIR FOKCES 



TACLOBtAN 
AlRFieLD 
FBLV. QUICKLY 
INTO AMERICAN 
NAN PS/ 






ANOTHER GROUP 
THE JAP PL.EET 
BEARING DOWN 
TOWARD LUZON 





THE AMERICAN AIR FORCES 
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APPROPRIATELY ENOU6H ON HAW CAY, OCT 2.7T*, ADMIRAL HALSEy ANNOUNCED THAT 
THE. JAP FLEET WAS BEATEN.ROUTED AND BROKEN': NAVY AIRCRAFT PREDOMINATED IN THE 
[ACTION THAT SECUREP THE PHILIPPINE INVASION AND ESTABLISHED THE SPRtNGBOARPTQCH IMA} 



THE AMERICAN AIR FORCES 







HOLY JAMOKE ! THOSE 
JARS SURE ARE WATCHING; 
THE BIRDIE! 




THF AMERICAN AIR FORCES 

ras 






R-BRRR 





ZEROS, TOO! 
I TANK I GO 
IOME NOW-! 





LOOKS LIKE A TINY SPECK OUT THERE, 
\L$ TAYLOR— MIGHT BE SOMETHING 





THE AME RICAN AIR FORCES 

¥ LBT'3 GET OUT OF HERE— BUT FASTl\ 




Lieutenants Johnson, hill, forp, bur- 
ton ANP WALKER WERE NOW PATROLLING 
THB AREA IN RELAYS TO PICK UP THE 
ENEMY BLOCKAPE RUNNER. 




J 
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THERE'S THE BABY 
THAT SHOT UP, JOHN- 
SON ANP TAYLOR. 
WISH WE COULD TAKE 
A CRACK AT HER! 



r yOU KNOW 
WE CAN'T 
PO THAT— 
OUR ORDERS 
ARE TO 
KEEP HER 
IN SIGHT UNTltX 
THE BATTLE- 
f WAGONS SHOW Uf\ 
4 





THANKS 
THE LOCATION. 
WE'LL TAKE 
OVER NOW** 



s por 4B 

CATION. <T 
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But within A COMPARA- 
TIVELY FEW MILES OF 
SAFETY, TWIS 6ALLANT 
CREW PUUNGEP INTO TMB 
MURKy WATERS OF THE 

SOUTH ATLANTIC** 




Y WE'VE COVERED EVERY INCH OF THIS 

FOR THE PAST FIFTEEN DAYS AND NO 
SIGHT OF JOHNSON AND HIS CREW. 
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Johnson and his men were gone, as others hap gone before them, 

but their places were f1llep by equally peterminep sky scouts 

anp the relentless noose stayep taut, anp slowly, steapily chokep 
thb ravenous throat of hitler's inpustrial empire 
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\MUSTANG FIGHTER PILOT. KNOCKFL 
JNCOMSOOUS MIEN UE TRIED TO 
BAIL OUT OF HIS FLAK - WRECKED 
PLAA/E MTGOOO FEET. WOKE UP A 
RALF A/OUR LATER RANGING FROM 
A LIMB OF A TREE TI/AT GROWS IN 
EUPOPE. HE STILL POESA/'T 
KNOW MOW HE GOT TUERE! 




V — 



)ICK MULES ON THE BUP.MA 
■ WERE FLOWN 7& ANIMAL 
'NCSPTTALS IN INDIA BY PLANES 
FITTED WTTH SPECIAL STALLS. 




JohnPRyan 
'entbock into 

the bomb say 72? 
put on a sweateq. 
wmen ms plaa/e 
suddenly hit an 
air pocket and 
dqopped from under 
u/m.ue went right 
tnrougu the top— 

mifCU tVAS OPEN 
FOP. A GLW MOUNT- 
AND FLOATED7HERE 
FOR AWHILE BEFORE 
FALLING BACK INTO 

TRE SOMBER. 
© 







'£ BOMBAPD/EQ. fVAS OVLY 
'A PASSEMGEP Of ONE B-I7S 
FLIGHT OVER GERMANY BECAUSE 
NAZI ANT/-/IIQC/PAFT GUNNE&5 
NIT THE BOMB PELEASE 
CONTROL W/TH A B/G HUNK OF 
FLAK — AND THEREBY EGOPPED 
THE BOMBS ON THEMSELVES/ 




BOMBAJSDIEP^ 
FIPST ACT/ON, OPENED THE WRONG DOORS, 
AND /A/STEAD OF BOMBS, PLASTERED A 
UAP SHIP WW COTS, MOSQUI7& NETS, 
AMD PINEAPPLE xTUCEf 



I 




Canadian flying 
scat, shot full 
of holes in a 
battle with a nazi 
sub, was saved fqom 
sinking when it land- 
ed, because the 
crew chewed a lot. 
of gum-but fast/- 

AND FiMGGED THE 

HOLES WITH IT/ 

<S> 
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Nichols fielp, in th e Ph ili ppines 

PECEM&ER, 1941 . . . 
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THAT'S ALL FOR 

you, mp/ 




w a*. 




Practically 

livins in mis 
batterep 

P-40, PYESS 
POUSHT 
THE NIPS IN 
THE SKY, 
BOMBEP TRUCK 
ANP SHIP 
CONVOYS, 
STRAFEP 
EVERY PISCE 

OF JAP 
EQUIPMENT 
HIS KEEN EYES 
5POTTBP. . 





BV NOW THE 
FEW AMERICAN 
PLANES LEFT 
WERE FLYIN<3 
FROM BATAAN 

FIELP. FOR 
HOURS ON END 

PVE5S FLEW 
RECONNAISS- 
ANCE.BOMBEP, 
STRAFEP ANP 

PROPPEP 
SUPPLIES TO 
GUERRILLAS 

FIGHTING 
IN THE 
MOUNTAINS 
OF LUZON.. 





TUB RE SHE IS - 
OUR LAST P-4Q. 








PyESS AND 

THOSE CAP- 
TUREP WITH 
HIM WERE 
HERPEP INTO 
THE LON«3 
LINES OF PRIS- 
ONERS PE&- 
TINEPFORA 
JAP PRISON 
CAMP. THUS. 
&E<3AN THE 

85 MILE 
MARCH OFPEATff, 
ONE OF THE 
GREATEST BAR- 
BARISMS EVER 
PERPERTRATEP. 

7^ 
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f NO WATER FOR 
■A 'MER/CANS, _-rf 

s j sav/ r 




f * 
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JjaFJimZ- "*| 
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Somehow 

P/E5S SUR- 
VIVEP. A 
17S-POUNPBR, 
HE WEI4HEP' 
UNP£R ISO 

DEATH 

FINALLY 
ENPEP 85 
MILES LATER 
AT O'PONNELL 

PRISON. 




D/E55 WAS 
TRANSFEREP 

FROM 
O'PONNELL 
PRlftON TO 
BPIPEMIC- 
RIPP5N 
CABANATUA 
WHERE HE 
fcUFPERBP 
VELLOW JAUN- 
PICE ANP PEN- 
GUE FEVER. 
THEN, BY PRI- 
SON-SHIP HE 
WAS TAKEN TO 
ANOTHER CAMP 
^T PAVAO.. 
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Yth/s is the final meet^\ 
ins. our escape plans 
A/as set. TOMORROW'S 



^w* 



Kv'<^£: r *'* Aw 




Selecting 
hismencare- 
fully pybbs 

MADE PLANS 
FOR ESCAPE. 
BITS OF POOP 
HELP OUT 
FROM EACM 
MEAL, KNIVES, 
ANP EXTRA 
CLOTHING 

WERE 
HIPPEN-. . 
THEN . . - 






Escape from 
minpanao 
finally effec- 
ted, PYESS, 
ONE YEARAFTEfl 
HIS CAPTURE 
BY THE JAPS 
ARRIVEP IN 
GENERAL. MAC- 
ARTHURS HEACH 
QUARTER* IN 
AUSTRALIA 
EN ROUTE SACK 
HOME TO 
THE U.S. 




THE PEOPLE BACK HOME 
P/903AB>Ly WON'T RELIEVE 
yOU. CAPTAIN. 3UT I RE- 
LIEVE YOU BECAUSE J 

KNOW THE JAPS, 





A LT. COLONEL 
ANP BACK ON 

PUTY, PYESS 
CRASHEP TO 
HIS PEATH AT 

BURBANK, 
CALIFORNIA, 
PECEMBER 22, 
1943. HE MI6HT 
HAVE LAN PEP 
SAFELY IN AN 
OPEN LOT IN 

FRONT OF 
ST. FINBAR'S 
CHURCH BUT 
HE VEEREP 
HIS PLANETO 
SAVE A PASS- 
IN<S MOTORIST. 
THUS IN PEATH 
HE WAS A HERO 
AS IN LIFE... 



4 



THE AMERICAN AIR FORCES 




WHAT? YOU MEAN 
TO SAy THAT HE'S 
CLYDE PttNGSORN? 




^4US 

SOUN6 6REG 
GOT HIS 
FIRST TASTE 
OP 

ri.yiNe 
■*»~ 

LATER 

HE ATTEND 
ED THE 
UNIV. OF 
WASHINGTON.] 

THEN 
FOLLOWED 
A JOB AS 
ENGINEER 

AT 
BOEING. 

.SOT. 
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Atust 
his ambition 
was realized 

HE HAP 
BECOME A, 
MEMBER OF- 
A MARINE 
STUNT FLYING 
GROUP/ 
LATER-. 
HE SERVED IN 
CUBA AND OH 
THC CARRIER. 
YORKTOWN, 
BUT WHAT HE 
REALLY CRAVED 
WAS ACTON.' 



I'VE JUST RESIGNED MY 
COMMISSION IN THE MAR.-] 
INE* AND I'D LIKE TO 
00 A LITTLE JAP FIGHT- 
ING. HOW ABOUT it? 



'THE AMERICAN VOL- 
UNTEER GROUP CM 
USE ALU THE ABLE 

FLIERS IT CAN GET; 
BE READY TO 
LEAVE FOR CHINA 
AT ONCE 



i 



WE CANT LEAVE OUR PLANES 
OUT ON THE STRIP. , 
THE NIPS ARE SURE 
TO BOMB US TONIGHT.' 
BUT WE'LL FIX THAT 
500N, DONTWORRy.' 
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N APRIL 1942, SOON AFTER PEARL HARBOR 
HE RESIGNED FROM. THE. FLVING TIGERS 
...AND RETURNED TO THE UWITED STATES' 




J&SSI6NSD 
TO THE 
PACIFIC THEATRE 
MAJOR 80/INGTON 
WAS PUT IN 
COMMAND OP 
A HASTtLVASSEWi- 
-8L£D ASSORTMENT 
OF CASUAL AND 
REPLACE hABNT 

PILOTS 

THUS FROM THIS 

AGGREGATION 

WAS BORN THE 

CELEBRATED 

BLACK SHEEP 

SQUAPKOK/ 
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On the 
confusion 
following a 
rm5ticularly 

HOT t*36FKSHT, 
ONE JAP PILOT 
MISTOOK BOyiNG- 
TDNS PLANE 
FDR THAT OP 
ONE OF H«S 
COMRADES 

AND FLEW INTO 
FORMATION 
BESIPE HIM/ 



THE AMERICAN AIR FORCE5 





®H JAN.3BP.W44 
MAJOR B0/INGTON 
SHOT DOWN HIS 
26T2J JAP OVBR 
RASAUL TYING- 
TMSTHtN EXIST- 
ING AMfimCAN 
RECORD.' HT 
WASAWAR06D 
THg C0HGRE4SWH- 
AL fAEBALOP 
HONOR/ 

HISCCTARAD** 
OP TM« SLACK 
SHfiEPSOIAOfiON 
9TILLCLAIM HEOJ- 

KeepiwAT'- 
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PPERATING FROM A BASE DEEP !N 
-ROLAND A B-17 BOMBER RAN INTO 
TROU 8LE NOT FAR FROM HOME— 





- ALERT WAS (3) 
JEO/AMO FIGHTERS""^ 
J SENT UP TO INTER- 
CEPT AND DESTROY THE 
CRB/LESS BOMBER WITH 
IT'S FULL LOAD OF BOMBS. 



PILOT—* PILOT TO 
CREW-PREPARE 
TO ABANDON 
SHIP— SPARKS, . 
SEND OUT AN5.05"i 

CO-PILOT — "TM 
SETTING GEORGES 
TO HEAD OUT OVER „ 
THE NORTH SEA£&> 

* AUTOMATIC P>-* 

ROBOT CONTROL. 





THIS IS THE FIRST 
TIME I WAS EVER 
ORDERED To SHOOT 

do<ww one of our 
0"*jn planes.... but 
i cam't do it now — 

The wreckage - 
might kill hundreds 

DOWN BELOW s: 



4M' 



awfc-r' 



® 

HOWeVEM#fBR. 
PLAYING AERMiME 
FOR 6OO MILES WITH- 
OUT A CREW^GEORGE" 
BY SOME MEC^AWW- 
FREAK.FIMALLY HEA&EO 
THE FORTRESS OUT T& 
SEA AND AVAT^RV 
GRAVE WHEN tWE 
FUEL RAN OLTTt 
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Target Tokvoi 



j 
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by 



FLIGHT OFFICER JAMES W. KRANK 

U. S. Army Air Forces 



APPROACHING the industrial 
center of Tokyo or stalking a 
Japanese destroyer in the 
China Sea, the big B-29 is a center 
of feverish activity, but the bom- 
bardier, crouching over his bomb- 
sight in the "greenhouse," calmly 
and confidently makes his calcu- 
lations. 

Every member of the sky giant's 
crew has cooperated — perhaps strug- 
gled and achieved miracles — to get 
him there, but this moment belongs 
to him. Here, in a few swift seconds, 
he instinctively puts all his months 
of training to use, and as his bombs 
whine down and another Jap factory 
crumbles into dust or another Nip 
ship slowly settles to the bottom of 
the sea, this bombardier's thoughts 
go back to the day those shiny silver 
wings were pinned on his chest in 
the graduation exercises at the Big 
Spring Bombardier School. 

The same feeling of confidence, 
hope and determination surged 
through him then. Twenty-four 
weeks in this, one of the largest 



bombardier schools in the AAF 
Training Command, and a bom- 
bardier had a right to be proud of 
himself. It had not been easy and 
he had sweat out every day of those 
twenty-four weeks. 

But it was worth it, he thought, 
and grinned as he recalled his in- 
itiation at this advanced training 
center. It was a G. I. haircut, and 
after he'd submitted to the opera- 
tion, there wasn't a single lock 
longer than one-half inch. 

Ground school classes in the 
maintenance and operation of the 
bombsight, theory of bombing, 
bombing analysis and the operation 
of the Automatic Pilot had made his 
days long and his nights short, and 
his brain had whirled as it tried to 
assimilate all the strange, new, 
specialized knowledge. 

Although he had yearned to fly 
from the start, his. altitude achieve- 
ment during the first three weeks 
had been confined to the ten-foot 
platform of the movable trainers in 
the bombing trainer hangars. 



Over the Tama River ju«t west of Tokyo, 
a B-29 Superfort roan with a belly full 
of destruction for the capital of Nippon. 





Perched on a ten-foot trainer with his 
cadet learns the art of precision bombing, 
sight to "bomb" the "bug" on the floor 
trainer. Another cadet acts as pilot 



instructor, this 
using a Norden 
in front of the 
on the trainer. 



After a series of "runs" on the trainer, a cadet 
instructor inspect the "hits" on the paper target atop 
the "bug." In this simulated bombing, the cadets learn 
to operate the bombsight before ever taking the air. 



Here, in "bug bombing," he had 
made his first actual contact with 
the Norden bombsight. Between the 
movement of the trainer and the 
electrically-driven "bug" on the floor, 
he had been confronted with most 
of the problems that beset a bom- 
bardier in the air. Before he had 
finished the course he had spent 
forty hours at this form of simulated 
bombing. 

His big moment had arrived when 
he took to the air in an AT-11 bomb- 
ing training plane. His feeling, as 
the twin-engined trainer lifted from 
the run-way and climbed into the 
blue, had been one of safety and 
security engendered by the excellent 
record of instruction in the AAF 
Training Command. 

In this school, which had gradu- 
ated several thousand bombardiers 



in two years of operation, there had 
not been a single cadet fatality. 
During this period more than thirty- 
six million miles of flying had been 
accomplished — the equivalent of 
circling the earth 1500 times. 

Watching his instructor non- 
chalantly but deftly operating the 
sight, he had thought that a two- 
minute bombing run — even at the 
outset of his training — was a long 
time. On subsequent missions, when 
he himself had taken over at the 
bombsight, he had found that he 
made more mistakes than he ever 
dreamed possible. 

Usually there were two students 
and an instructor assigned on each 
mission, and while one student in 
the nose of the ship operated the 
sight and bombed the practice tar- 
gets, the other was aft taking pic- 



tures of the bomb impacts. These 
pictures provided an accurate check 
on the student's progress. 

Gradually, the patient teaching of 
his sometimes irritated instructors, 
many of whom had combat experi- 
ence, began to show results, and 
more and more often his bombs had 
fallen closer to the calcimiried square 
in the center of the 100-foot circular 
target. This "bullseye" was called 
a "shack" — a perfect hit — and several 
times, from 6,500, 8,500 or 13,000 feet, 
he had scored a "shack." 

He remembered the wonderful 
feeling he'd had — something like he 
felt just now, except then it was a 
sport and now it was a deadly 
serious business. 

He began to fly missions without an 
instructor at his side, and near the 
end of his third week of morning 



A group of cadets receive instruction in the operation of 
the bomb rack mechanism. Fledgling bombardiers must 
not only be able to use the Norden and other sights, but 
must have a working knowledge of all related equipment. 



Training bombs have been placed in their rack in an 
AT-11 and this cadet bombardier is making a final check 
before taking his place in the "greenhouse." He will pull 
cotter keys which will later permit the "eggs" to explode. 






And now it'* "Bombs Away" as this Big Spring Bombar- 
dier School cadet, crouched over his sight in the "green- 
house" of the AT-11 bombing training plane, aims his 
bombs at circular target visible on the Texas earth below. 



High above the practice range on the West Texas prairie, 
the plane salvos its bombs as the young cadet bombardier 
throws his switches. This is only make-believe, but 
every day it gets closer to the real and deadly thing. 



bombing he imagined himself a "hot 
bombardier," so they graduated him 
to a four-week period of night 
flying. They started him on combat 
runs — about forty seconds' dura- 
tion — and introduced him to the use 
of evasive action. That had come in 
pretty handy, especially today, when 
his pilot seemed to be dodging the 
plane around every burst of flak, and 
this "hot" bombardier quickly 
cooled off! 

Then came the final stretch — 
afternoon bombing. Using the tactics 
previously learned, he had found 
himself coping with the tricky air 
currents encountered under a hot 
Texas sun and sometimes, playing 
hide-and-seek with a target dis- 
appearing under the protective cover 
of afternoon clouds, he had decided 
clouds were formed just to plague 
a bombardier's life. 



Throughout his days of flying, 
ground school teaching in subjects 
closely allied with his profession had 
continued, and one of these subjects, 
"Weather," covered in forty-two 
hours the equivalent of four semes- 
ters' instruction in college! Yes, his 
brain still whirled. 

During his final weeks of training, 
he had studied pilotage, dead reck- 
oning and air plot navigation, for a 
bombardier must not only know how 
to bomb a target, but he must also 
be able to plot a course to the 
objective. On navigation missions 
within a radius of 300 miles of the 
home field, one cadet had directed 
the pilot to a town, wooded area or 
some other reference point, and then 
the cadet at the bombsight directed 
the bombing run to the target — a 
bridge, factory or railroad some ten 
or fifteen miles away. 



Of course, there were no bombs 
in the racks on these missions, for 
these practice targets were real 
American installations near towns 
and cities in West Texas. 

It had been a long grind, and there 
was more to come. The rough edges 
had been honed off by combat train- 
ing in a replacement training unit, 
and when he departed for an over- 
seas station, he knew he had a proud 
heritage to uphold. 

Graduates of his school, as in the 
case of many others, had won hun- 
dreds of Distinguished Plying 
Crosses, Air Medals, Purple' Hearts, 
Silver Stars and Presidential Cita- 
tions. Proudly they wore campaign 
ribbons from every theatre of 
combat. 

Perhaps he, too, would receive one 
for this day's work . , . 



Equipped for a high-altitude night mission, a cadet walks 
to his plane. A little later he will alternately take his 
turn at the bombsight and shoot pictures of his partner- 
cadet's bomb hits with the camera which he carries. 



Packing a .45 automatic, one cadet passes up a then 
secret bombsight to a fellow-student ready to take off in an 
AT-11. Until recently, the Norden bombsight was always 
shielded from view and closely guarded until airborne. 




* 



Blindmans 

buffer: 

ON Christmas day, 1944, two 14th 

i Air Force pilots brought pretend in 

the form of .50 calibre bullet* to the 
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Jape on -the Yjtagtze River in China. 
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NOT at all appreciative, the Nipi threw up a heavy counTerfire, 
and thell fragment! cut the eyes of one Mustang pilot, Capt. John 
Meyer of Birmingham, partially blinding him. Unable to see 
clearly, Meyer teemed doomed, because he could never find his 
way back to base — and if he did, he would never be able 
to land. Then Meyer's partner, Lieutenant John Bgan, of Ft. 
Lauderdale, Florida, took a hand . . . 



-?& 



EGAN flew close to Meyer's plane so that the nearly blind man could 
just see Egan's wingtip. That wingtip guided Meyer back to base, whore 
Egan brought him down by radio instruction. Egan touched wheels 
to earth with Meyer, then promptly zoomed up to give the other a 
clear landing field. Meyer landed safely, later regained his sight. 



L- 



VQ, \ 




dff: 



CHAS.M, 
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X1THILE the guns of this torpedo plane 
™ ™ were blazing away at the Japs in a re- 
cent Pacific action, an anti-aircraft shell from 
an enemy battery exploded in the turret, kill- 
ing the rear-seat gunner. The pilot somehow 
managed to bring the badly damaged ship 
back to the carriec, where the Captain of 
the flat-top made a quick decision, namely, 
to commit the wrecked dvenger and the dead 
airman to the deep ocean tomb together . . . 



The carrier's Chaplain mounted the 
wing-root of the plane and there gave 
the last rites to the airman whose body 
rests at his post where he died . . . 



***> 



i- 





As the Chaplain delivered a brief 
funeral service (above), members of 
the flat-top's crew gathered reverently 
at the stern of the flight deck . . . 



Then the bugler blew the traditional 
funeral dirge of the armed forces, 
starting the final journey of plane and 
airman over the edge of the deck . . . 



Rigidly at attention, the crewmen 
remained motionless, eyes following 
the remains of plane and gunner as 
the two sank beneath the quiet sea. 
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GRASSHOPPERS! 



THIS is the story of the Grasshopper Squadron, aerial spies 
extraordinary — a handful of tiny Stinson Sentinel planes, 
piloted by Marine fliers who take a terrific ribbing from brother, 
aviators who fly the big, "hot" Corsair fighters. But the little ships 
are doing a big job— on the Japs! . . . Off Peleliu, for instance, 
the artillery flashes word to the carriers that they need eyes . , 
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... OFF go the Grasshoppers on the double, little wooden 
props beating the air nervously, to be the "eyes" of < 

| . the thundering guns — and the Slinsons are the first 
to land on the newly captured airstrip, under fire tool 
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ONCE based on the strip, which 
is strewn with debris, shell frag- 
ments and dead Japs, the Grass- 
hopper squadron really goes to 
work. Day after day, the little 
aerial jeeps skim the ridges as 
spotters for the artillery, and 
whenever a Nip target is spotted, 
the Grasshopper radios provide 
the American guns with firing 
data. Meanwhile, the Stinsons 
are like clay pigeons . . . 
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NOT one Stinson went j 
without bullet holes on ' 
Pcleliu. Three were shot \ 
down, one inside the en- 
emy lines. But the wreck- 
age of the latter was spot- 
ted by another Grasshop- 
per, which radioed for 
help . . . 
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GUIDED by the Grasshopper in the air 
over the Marine airmen, two tanks blasted 
through the Jap defenses and rescued them. 
Within two hours the downed pilot and his 
observer were getting medical treatment back 
base. 



'y^P»f. 





<sa. 




FORCED by Jap machine-gun fire to 
land on a sandbar offshore an island 
north of Pcleliu, another Grasshopper 
found itself smack in the middle of 
an invasion, the Marines being in the 
process of hitting the island! 




SNOOPING around tho Pale- 
liu ridges, a third Grasshopper 
was looking for Jap caves. It 
found one. The Japs inside 
■hot up the little ship, but be- 
fore the pilot pointed its nose 
tor home, he radioed the cave's 
position. Scratch one cave! 



BOMB*"* RUN 
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HOW IT FEELS TO RIDE A BOMBER 
over enemy country is vividly described in 
a letter to his brother by Second Lieut. Wil- 
liam A. Levinson, 22, navigator of a B-17 
Fortress Squadron of the 8th Air Force_. . . 



^ 



Dear Lee, 

Just finished painting the 24th gaudy bomb on my gaudy jacket and I m 
kind of tired. Guess it's the flak that does it. 

All the way into the target area we're keyed up with the idea of bombing 
and of staying out of flak while on course. Comes the I. P. (initial point of starting 
bombing run) , and if we're following some other outfit on the target you can already 
see the flak over it. If we're first, Jerry always sends up a barrage ahead of us 
(a) to get the range, and (b) to scare us off. 

There's always a tense, dreadful moment when we're barreling into it and 
anticipating the worst. In most ewes this moment is the hardest of all, for once 
you're in the stuff there's no turning back. A high exhilaration runs through you 
as you see the black puffs float by without doing any damage. You feel like sticking 
your head out and yelling: "Ya-ya, Jerry, you're a punk shot! Confidentially, 
you stink!" 

Just then there's a dull hoom off the wing and black puffs scud along the 
window; a wild, harsh "ping-g-g-g" tells you Jerry ain't so stinko, after all, because 
there's a hole in your plane somewhere now. 

Suddenly you become aware that you're racing through space at a terrific 
rate. Up to that time your conception of movement has been limited to the slowly 
moving earth 25,000 feet below and the relatively stationary and dignified positions 
of aircraft in your own formation. 

Now the flak is scudding past the wings and back toward the tail at an 
alarming rate, and its very nearness highlights the speed at which you're tearing 
through it. By this time you are almost to the target and all eyes are on the lead ship. 
Nearer, nearer and nearer— still no "Bombs away!" You don't even notice 
the flak by now, though it's probably heavier and more accurate. The whole crazy 
kaleidoscope centers on that lead ship's bomb bay. One eye on it, one eye on the 
compass, one eye on the ground, one on the air speed, one on the altitude, one on 
your watch, one on the flak— you wish you had a thousand eyes! 

There they are! Strung out and down like beads falling from a broken 
chain, suspended motionless for a moment as if poised for the blow, then plummeting 
down toward the target. Bombs away! 

Virgil (the bombardier) hits his switches and a second later Eric (the 
pilot) has the plane on its ear, swinging out and down to get away from the now 
suddenly present again flak. Seconds pass, while the flak booms ominously and 
slowly thins away in' front of you. 

You look back gratefully and are startled to see the sky solid black with 
a wall of black puffs of dirty smoke and you wonder, "Did we actually come through 
that alive?" But there are others behind you and they are coming through too, so 
maybe it wasn't all a dream. The feathered props and clearly visible signs of battle 
damage throughout the formation are grim testimony that it was real. Jerry meant 
it when he aimed those .88's! .... 

Well, at least we're out of it now and all we have to do is pick our way 
home through 400 miles of enemy air, staying clear of the other flak that waits below. 
All this takes perhaps eight minutes to transpire and yet it is the most 
thrilling— most frightening— most glorious eight minutes a man can know, I believe. 
It is also the most fatiguing, although you remain as much at fever pitch on the way 
out, alert for any slips which might prove as fatal now as earlier. 

Jerry would rather get you before you reach the target, but he won t turn 
you down coming out, either. At times like this the sight of our 8th AAF fighters 
cavorting above us or ranging far off to the sides to search out the Luftwaffe is the 
most reassuring in all the world to us. Every one of those guys is a hero-and a 
damned welcome hero, too. 

It's only when you finally land in England and realize its all over that 
vou begin to know how mentally and physically exhausted you are. The artificial 
pitch of excitement has worn off and all that remains is the weariness and strain 
of a hard job well done. 

None of these missions is easy until you re back on terra nrma, and tnen 
they're all "milk-runs." There's an Air Force saying that "The hard ones are ones 
you don't come back, from." 

Wanna hit the sack now. More tomorrow, maybe. Love. ttiuu 
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SAIPAN SUNSETTERS 




THE SUN IS SETTING in the western Pacific as, great flaps and huge wheels down, this B-29 Superfortress of the 21st 
Bomber Command comes in for a landing on Saipan after a raid over Tokyo. The gianc bombing plane and the sinking 
sun are symbolical — for with the appearance of the Superfortresses and the taking of Saipan, the blood-red sun of Japan 
really started down. 

o 



THE MARINES 



hit 
.Saipan, in the Mari- 
anas, on June 14, 1944, 
and in twenty-five days of 
bitter fighting took the vi- 
tal island from the Japs, 
who defended it with 
fierce desperation. Then 
aviation engineers went 
to work, as shown in the 
picture to the right. Great 
steam-shovels cut into this 
coral mountain to rip out 
half a million yards of 
white coral for the big 
bomber base being con- 
structed on the island, 
and two-and-a-half-ton 
trucks lugged the crushed 
material to the airstrips 
and taxiways where it was 
pounded flat and solid to 
support the great weight 
of the B-29s. 





TOKYO knew the Saipan base 
was ready on November 24th, 
when scores of Superforts struck 
the Jap capital at high noon and 
remained over the frightened city 
for two hours. It was the first 
time Tokyo had felt American 
bombs since the Doolittle raid of 
April 18, 1942, and it was the first 
time the enemy's principal city 
had been hit by land-based bomb- 
ers. But it was not the last time. 
The newly created 21st Bomber 
Command established a fairly reg- 
ular schedule of raids from Sai- 
pan, and with every raid the num- 
ber and hitting power_ of the 
Superforts increased until all Ja- 
pan shuddered. Behind the bomb- 
ers was Gen. Henry H. Arnold, 
Commanding General, U. S. Army 
Air Forces, shown here on a sur- 
prise visit to Washington's Boil- 
ing Field, where he is bidding 
goodbye to B-29 men leaving for 
Saipan. 




MAPPING TROUBLE for the Japs are (above, 
left to right) Brig. Gen. Emmett O'Donnell, Jr., 
who bosses n wing of the 21st Bomber Command; 
Lt. Gen. Millard F. Harmon, head man of the AAF 
in the Pacific; and Brig. Gen. Haywood S. Hansell, 
Jr., Commanding General of the 21st. 







CUT-UPS shown here duplicating their caricature.! 
on their plane, "Waddy's Wagon" (Wo*), arc 
not funny to the Nips. Fifth Supcrfort to take oil' 
on the first Tokyo strike from Saipan, the "Wagon" 
was the first to return after lambasting the vital Jap 

target. 
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this KISS ME NECKTIE as it 

in the DARK! 





mm 



A SMART 
TIE BY DAY 





BY DAY A LOVELY SWANK 

TIE. ..BY NIGHT A CALL 

TO LOVE IN GLOWING 

WORDS! 




A MAGIC 
Tie AT 
NIGHT 



ao* 



MEN . . . BOYS . . . Now amaze your friends! 
Surprise and thrill every girl you meet! Be different 
■ nd the life of the party in any crowd' Here's the 
most amazing spectacular necktie that you ever 

wore, a smart wrinkle-proof, tailored cravat, which at night is a thrilling sensation! It's 
smart, superb class by day. and just imagine in the dark it seems like a necktie of com- 
pelling allure sheer magic! Like a miracle of light there comes a pulsing, glowing 
question— WILL YOU KISS ME IN THE DARK. BABY? Think of the surprise, 
the awe you will cause! There's no trick, no hidden batteries, no switches or foolish 
horseplay, but a thing of loveliness as the question emerges gradually to life, touched 
by ihc wand of darkness, and your gitl will gasp with wonder at it takes form so amaiingly. It'l 
new . . . utterly different ... a Hollywood riot wherever you go. And here's wonderful newal 
You can see, examine this glorious tie yourself without risk . , . just mail the coupon! 

SEND NO MONEYI 
Ei.mla. . . . Ut It Thrill yo» . . . OH THIS FREE TRIAL OFFER 

Don't confine thi» magnificent necktie with iny ordinary novelty tie. lor it's high class, distinctive, 
(iei up perfectly, and you'll wear it with pride. In color combination ii specially created and no 
original thai you actually can wear it tastefully with any suit. It's wrinkle-proof, beautifully 
fashioned. You might expect to pay S2.00 or even $3.00 for (hit cravat just lor daytime wear. But 
now, i! you act quick, under this special INTRODUCTORY OFFER, you will have 
thia marvelous, breath-taking CLOW IN THE DARK sensation (or only $1,491 That'a 
all, just $1.49. a bargain in quality, and a million dollars worth of fun at any party, or 
in any crowd, an aid to love! Send no money, here'i all you do. Mail coupon with your 
name and address. On arrival of your GLOWING KISS ME NECKTIE, you simply 
pay postman $1 49. plus postage. (If money comes with order, we pay postage.) Then 
examine. See how it excites and thrills. And. if you are not delighted, if you are not 
eager to wear it, just return it for your money back promptly. Isn't that a lair, generous 
offer? Then act at once. Don't wait. Mail the coupon nowl 
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its novel, wHgmm 
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DIFFERENT ^fgggB± 




BARRELS OF^^gmm 
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MAIL THIS NO-KISK COUPON NOW! 



\\ GLOW IN THE DARK NECKTIE CO. 

207 N. Michigan Ave.. Dept,693K Chicago 1, Illinois 

Rush me my KISS ME NECKTIE that glows in the dark. I will 
pay postman $1.49 plus postage with your positive assurance I will be 
delighted or return tie for full refund. 
If you want us to send you 3 Glowing Neckties for $4.22. check here d 

{ Name 

Address 

City Zone State 

L-. 



^ 



HOWJO&BOVt 

BROUGHTHIM^. 



INSTEAD 




I 



I Can Make YOU a New Man, Too, 
in Only 15 Minutes a Day! 



If YOU, like Joe, have a body 
that others can "push around" — 
if you're ashamed to strip for sports 
or a Bwim — then give me just 15 
minutes a day! I'll PROVE you 
can have a body you'll be proud of, 
packed with red-blooded vitality! 
"Dynamic Tension." That's the 
secret! That's how I changed my- 
self from aspindle-shanked, scrawny 
weakling to winner of the title, 
"World'3 Most Perfectly Devel- 
oped Man." 

"Dynamic Tension" 
Does It! 

Using "Dynamic Tension" only 
15 minutes a day, in the privacy of 
your own room, you quickly begin 
to put on muscle, increase your 
chest measurements, broaden your 
back, fill out your arms and legs. 
Before you know it, this easy. 



NATURAL method will make you 
a finer specimen of REAL MAN- 
HOOD than you ever dreamed you 
could be! You'll be a New Man! 

FREE BOOK 

Thousands of fellows have used 
my marvelous system. Read what, 
they say — see how they looked 
before and after — in my book. 
"Everlasting Health and Strength." 

Send NOW for this book— FR EE. 
It tells all about "Dynamic Ten- 
sion," shows you actual photos of 
men I've turned from puny weak- 
lings into Atlas Cham- 
pions. It tells how I 
can do the same for 
YOU. Don't put 
it off! Address me 
personally : Charles 
Atlas, Dept.79 2 
115 East 23rd St., 
NewYorklO, N.Y. 



CHAKUS ATIAS, Dapt.792 

IIS kit 23rd St., N.w T*rlt 10, N. Y. 

I want the proof that your system of "Dynamic 
Tejision" will help make a New Man of me — give 
me a healthy, husky body and big muscular devel- 
pment. Send me your free book, "Everlasting 



opment. Send me you 
Health and Strength." 




Name. 



(Plf«« arlnt or wrfle plaialr) 



Addr 



City- Stab 

□ Check here if under 16 for Booklet A 
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P1ANCT STUDY 



FULL 17 POWER-Over 3V 2 feef Long. 1 

Here's the BIGGEST TELESCOPE VALUE in all AMERICA 

-he Yankee dipper Super Te.escope* by^Vlo,, N -^^f»OT 

nade lo ..ell »t only S1.98. *' tn ,, Ca "> '"'^f^ „re vou n iitht expert to pay. we absolutely guarantee 

around $15 and up. Yet. no matter how much m ore y^ un , U> . ixp P^r* .„ t ,, e counlry to day. 

that you can't buy a bet terTJta , ope than \™™£\$;™ d ^durably made, you can hold it in 

Just imagine! It's over 3 h ft. lo g ye so ''*' 11 in w ^ n ,' ™ (llr away object., which are almost 

OM position or hours. Its so , r lu .ou can clea y ^ ^^ i( ^ . 

"■S^tSfaJ^VJa^fflSSffi E«iM«l Fun and adventure S ueh as you ve 
never known before! 

Makes Far Away Objects Appear 17 Times Closer! 

option-ground U^ of thta^ , „, 

,ng how far you SS^S^ffiBNm^dS 2SSS when you have bbi. ptwM 
toyou— clear, sharp. BIO as LU i-..^v'.r'< s lur|( | llI10 «, boats. 

Telescope handy. l'.xpWe the mo n *<"&" »J I, ",',,„ beach on hunting trips on 

distant land marks fake Ins ™W~ge£th jyoU to » | o q( , ,,,. 

mouut^n cl.mba .Gel a big. c Par ' , t , pR , )ird „ i„ winRecHlir.lil ■ En- 



Your 
Money 
Back If 

This Teleieopc 
, Doesn't Thril 
and Delight You 

DOtft confuse tbtf 
Yankee Clipper with 
weak vlsloncd Telescopes 
you may havcaeen or beard 
about. It's guaranteed {' 
Power anil measures over .1 '5 
n In length from end to end 
Senses i are ot optically-ground 

I nnllshed glass — product ot one ot 
8SE$«"l5dK» optical toll 

I There Is no other Telescope I kc It 
.„i,,,. ..rfcred anywhere In America 
St thla low price u/For a limited time 
only .Mi remarkable high .Powered 
Te&cone Is available to you »*tbeaen- 
satlonally low price (.only 11 '8 Ttima 
,,# I. — nnlv SI 08 — wltli I arr> tng t-ase 
Sb olu?el/ Free It you ru,h your or- 
der today. Sold on an Iron-clad 
money back guarantee I' 

i you're not more man 

I pleased with the way 

J this super -clc- 

F scope pcr- 
iorms. 



iconic at play— nee mrun m «nw»,-« ■- 

carrying case, on this special oiler. 

TEST IT FOR 10 FULL 
DAYS — AT OUR RISK! 



SEND NO MONEY 

Send No Money' Just Mail the Handy Coupon Today! Upon arrrwlOf 
value Hatter «> days trial you're not, positively thrilled and d, - 

g,„.u with the w,y ih,s 17 Power Telescope hens you to we 

g eat d.Mnnces, return it without delay ftnd « I refum yo r 

■money in full, no quesl 1 aaked. Surely you II agree thus s M 

" and generousan Offer*, it's possible to make K«Reinber. 
the supply of these precision telescopes is limited. And, too. 
further production may bo curtailed at any time. &0 
Hurry. Mail the coupon today without fail. 
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thb d«i- 
iblt Can- 

VII Milill'T 
Cue FREE on 

IHi t«*t, Mido 

Tolt:t»»«.SIiac 

lltH 
dr.« jtcint 
v.indle. C11 

tc loni'i >■<• "nill H :k, t* 

Ic ti tuiM In r«*«l "I"" 

natin mc 




Has THREE Large 
Precision Ground 
Optical 
Lenses 



ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART, Dept 31M-A 
•UH1 North Dearborn Street, Chicago 10, Illinois 

periorma. I can return it within 10 days and get my money back in full. 
Name 



Addreaa.. 
City & Zone.. 



St«t« 



D I enclose S1.98 in advance. Please aend Telescope with Free 
Carrying Case all shipping charges prepaid. 



Hurry? RUSH 
THIS COUPON! 
The Supply of 
Telescopes Is 
Limited . . . 
Get Yours Now 
While This Special 
Offer Is On 




